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on our noses any moment, . . . Look here, It strikes me that you've got something worrying you, for ail your giving yourself these airs of being so much cleverer than anybody else."
Every sentence came to Quinette's ears with a trace of anxiety about it, isolated between two silences in which he could hear the squelching sound that their soles made in the clay,
" According to your own story, you were going to arrange everything. And every time it's a bit worse than before. If you ask me, it was this visit of yours to her on Monday that put ideas into her head. All this story she told you about her husband getting suspicious and wanting to go to the safe himself is just imagination. Even if one admits that she ever did tell it to you."
Quinette was so exasperated that he could not restrain himself from retorting :
" She'll tell you so herself in the nest few minutes/* *e You fixed her up so that she feels she can't go on living as long as she knows that parcel is in the safe, But I saw her a couple of times afterwards. She wasn't worrying about it at all. I knew the girl well enough myself. ... I knew I could depend on her. . . . And still I don't set up to be so clever as you. ... Here are some rails now. I'm not walking along here just for the fan of breaking my nose. Look here : it was in case we were nabbed that you wanted me to come out without any personal papers in my pocket, wasn't it ? " " Of course/*
" Well, it's hardly worth while dragging me ail this way if you're only going to take us somewhere where we may still get nabbed."
" You're not running any risk here. It was a general precaution that I was reminding you of. In a case like yours, there's an absolute rule : never go out with any documents on you. Or at least carry false ones. No initials on your suit, or on your linen, either. I told you to take any you had off, didn't I ? "
** I didn't have to take the trouble.    I don't carry aay